Stalags, printed on labels of the journal that is working for the
enemy. There was no better safe-conduct for the "Volx des
Sialags."

*

I have a new name and once more I have shaved off my mous-
tache. My hair is very long and I wear an old cape. I am a book-
keeper with an industrialist who employs about a hundred workers.
I sleep at the factory. The most regular identity card is not good
enough any more for the police. During my retreat the control
machine, the machine to choke us, has been terribly tightened up.
On account of the deportations and the deserters they demand a
worker's card, a censor's certificate and a certificate of domicile.
The roundups and the dragnets go on relentlessly. Street-cars,
restaurants, cafes and cinemas are searched. Whole quarters are
purged, apartment by apartment. It is difficult to travel a hundred
kilometres in a train without being questioned by the police.

The whole business is becoming infernally difficult. Women are
going to have more and more work to do.

Took a studio for our contacts.

In this house I pass for a painter who likes to paint when he
pleases or entertain his friends.

This morning I had a rendezvous at the studio with Jean-
Frangois, Lemasque and Felix. It was months since I had seen
them, and we had a lot of things to decide for their maquis. As I
was coming up to the house the concierge was on the doorstep
desultorily beating an old rug. Seeing me cross the street she
suddenly began to beat it with a kind of frenzy. This concierge
has never been one of us and knows nothing of my activities.
All the same, I did not go in.

This woman has deliberately saved my life. An extremely simple
chain of circumstances has led to a catastrophe.

On leaving his region Jean-Frangois delegated his command to
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